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4 I The ordinals of the paintings nsed to II
| | Upplncott last month, will tie on exhibition

J Fire OMcrwvHcvi say the private wtn in
j approved. Movinj
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Special Prices.
4 <?^r1 NUMBER of I2ccnt
' ]J<H[ Purchases nianu$7 facturers' entire
J made-up stocks en4able us to quote retail prices
3 that many dealers would be
1 glad to pay wholesale for like
j goods.

^ SIDEBOARDS.
^ Reg- value. Sale price.

4 Weathered Oak $50.00 $33.35
i Early English $1!00.00 $156.00
4 Early English $140.00 $110.00
4 Weathered Oak $150.00 $100.00
4 Ooklen Oak $105.00 $115.00
4 Golden Oak $70.00 $50.00
J Golden Oak $35.00 $25.00
J Mahogany $110 00 $90.00
J Mahogany $90.00 $78.50

< BUFFETS.
( Re(r Talue. Sale price.

Weathered Oak $33.00 $2S.OO
Weathered Oak $22.00 $15.00

. Weathered Oak $85 00 $55.00
< Weathered Oak $38.00 $22.00
< Early English $05.00 $01.25
' Karly English $51.00 $34.00
' Weathered Oak......*.. $*>3.i.» $;>0.00
' Weathered Oak $42.<H> $33.00
' Weathered Oak $40<»> $30.00
' Early English $07.<K> $47.00
' Golden Oak $31.;»0 $2.1.75
Mahogany $115.00 $S4».00

' Golden Oak $">3.<»0 $45.00
Ool.len Oak $-r>3.50 $45 00

, Golden Oak $00.00 $45.00
« Golden Oak $72 <K> $00.00
< Golden Oak $75.00 $62.50
< Golden Oak $20.00 $10.50
< Golden Oak $27.50 $10.75
1 Golden Oak S44.U) $20.00
i Golden Oak $45 OO $39 (10
J Golden Oak $4!>.00 $43 75
2 Golden Oak $4<>.<*> Hl w
4 Golden Oak $32.00 $24.00
4 Mahogany $<K).00 $45.00
j Golden f»uk $68.00 $.">0.00

| EXTENSION TABLES.
J Rpj», value. Sale price.

| 12-ft. Cathedral Oak $11(1.00 $00.00
4 10-ft. Early English $115.00 $S!i.OO
J lo-ft. Golden Oak $8.1.00 $63.00
1 10-ft Golden $110.00 $89.00
] Cathedral Oak $50.00 $40.00

\ CHINA CLOSETS.
j Re?, value. Sale price.

1 Weathered Oak $.'!0.0<l $15.00
4 Weathered Oak $44.00 $35.00
j Early English $125.00 $89.00
2 Early English $41.00 $30.00
4 Earlv Enelish $!>4.00 $75.00

j Cathedral Oak $100.00 $80.00
^ Mahogany $1.10.00 $!m>.00
4 Mahogany $150.00 $100.00

J Mahogany $100.00 $75.00

^ Weathered Oak $33.00 $25.00

« W. B. MOSES & SONS, INC.,
^ y^ w ^ w ^ w w...,,yTyyr. ^
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I Seal Rnnigs. |

Our collection is wide
1', in variety and of un- ;£

questioned merit.
We show these rings <inplain and carved ef^fects and also set with J;

2' the various precious
stones. £

*- .. , .u
a Many ui'signs are cxciumvc. '

| Berry <& ;f| Whfltinniore Co., $4 JEWELERS. SILVERSMITHS. STATIONERS, ,<4F amd "Eleventh Sts. :i
*}r nc21 40d &

Roof Protec=
lion Costs $L

.The best dollar you're ever Invested
Will be the one *i*>nt for a gallon of
PI RE OXIDE OK IRON ROOF PAINT.
This Paint will save the cost of a new

r<«of by making the old roof as good as

Be w.

Cfoas. E. flodgkin,?p^ & 2 .

P"21 'JSd

WANTED,
Boys with bicycles cam

obtain employment in our

Messenger Department.
Apply to

Postal Teflegraph
C* a

1345 Penna. Ave.
clO-itt

Instrate Yerbeck's Book of Beam, published by
for one week In our craftsman room.first floor.

.

^ iIncorporated. »

onr new Fireproof Storage Building *re the most »

i;. Storage, Packing.

Rings Far |
Under Valine. [We've made a thorough can- \
vass of the stock and assembledall the small lots and singlepatterns, and in every instancecut prices to the very J
bed rock of lowness.
You can understand just \

what extraordinary values we
are offering when you consid- >

er that many of the rugs em- [
braced are left from special J
mill purchases and were al- >

ready far under market figures. !
>

""..................j^

SMYRNA RUGS. I
Sale

R<-gnl»r. price.
16 In.x30 In $1.00 .59
21 ln.x45 In $1.75 $1.19 f
36 In.x54 In $2.00 $1.39 f
30 ln.x60 in $2.76 $1.69 f
36 in.x72 In $3.50 $2.75 f
48 ln.x84 In $5.00 $3.75 >

AXMINSTER RUGS.
S*le >

Reenlnr. price.
6 ft.x9 ft $20.00 $10.95 >

8 ft. 3 in.xlO ft. 6 in $25.00 $16.50
9 ft.xl2 ft $30.00 $18.85
iu it. t> ln.xu it. o in .^w.uu im.vu

ROYAL WILTONS. [
Sale |

Recalar. price. ,
4 ft. fl in.x7 ft. 6 in $15.00 $11.05 [
6 ft.x'J ft $25.00 $21.85 v

8 ft. 3 in.xlO ft. 6 in $:?5.<I0 $27.95
(t ft.xl2ft $40.00 $29.75
H ft.xl-J ft $40.00 $32.50 »
3fi in.xG3 In., regularly $7,

$; and $10.00, now $5.25 & $0.95

TAPESTRY \
BRUSSELS RUGS.

Sale '

Regular. price. '

G ft.xO ft $12.00 $7.65
a** o et »»-. tiviAfk ti3 r

9 fV/xl2 fi 1.50

JAMESTOWN RUGS. i
Solid colors.one picce.reversible.

Pale
Ite<ralar. price, t

0 ft.xOft J5.50 13.85 i
7 ft. 6 in.xlo ft. 6 In J7.75 J5.l»
0 ft.xl2ft {10.50 J7.75

Kensington Art E
Squares. ;

These are Fine Wool Art Squares.
wo.'en in a solid piece without a seam. £A great variety of designs and colorings f
at the following prices: f

Sale price. J
2X3 yards §4-75 r
2^x3 yards . $5.75 *

3x3 yards... $7.75
3x314 yards $8.75
3x4 yards $9.75 >

3^2x4 yards $10.75 >

4x4 yards $12.75 !
4x4^ yards $14-75 \
4x5 yards $15-75

i

THIS $5® SIDEBOARD [
FOR $3©.<0)<0>. ;

An elegant piece of ffur=
in etin re ami weatnerect oauc=== ^
quaint, attractive design \
===hammered brass trim= i
timings. The price is 40% >
less than regular. I

II slightly damaged Side= £
W\ y-v im t»oA 5 rv^i TV** 5 & ti rfl£.0 tio#

U 11 liil lUiflUS StL.^11^ 11 vf 11 a^

F Street, Corner of 11th. |
%

winrvTTrrrrrrr «r tv V
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g TRADE MARK REGISTIRfcD.

| MALARIA |
.leads to other and more SZsj's serious complaints. Banish 3£
Malaria from your system 31*P< by taking

s TjiyrriLBURN'Sl
| \V/ Ma5aHa || \ / CapsuJes. |\ Read the directions carefully«'< u nil enrrr tl>«m am* » >

-,r "** *«? "OC IV IUC f)&letter. 3?

25c. Sold by all druggists. 3?
Ji no21 40d tjis

THE ARTISTIC

SSWAIOS
. Perfect in Tone, Touch, Durabilityand Con-

struction.
9

FOR SALE BY

John F ElMs <& Co.,
937 Pa. Ave. N.W.

^ | no!2-tf

! (OSlflElQ) QT aWeek. |' Why go poorly dressed when we r
« will clothe you on credit for $1 a t
i week? We sell you at cash prices.
\ S. H. BERMAN. I

4 Uptown Store,
2 1721 Penna. Ave. N.W. \4 not-dot 20
wwwwv * wwww*

Mr CHOOSE
EW ERA, mepr,my
.Throughout the lenrth and
breadth of the United State*
NKW K*1 B11«T i-

mended. It tncbn Um perfectionof Paint Quality. Excela la
brilliancy, durability and ewer
Ins qualities. Sole D. 0. Agent.

W. H. Butler Co.,
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XXVIII.
At 9 o'clock on the night following hep

first venture in the world of gambling, Clodaghwas again standing by the roulette
table in Lady Frances Hope's salon. She
had been playing for two hours, with luck
persistently against her; but no one who
had chanced to glance at her eager, excitedface would have Imagined even for a
moment that the collection of coins in her
gold-netted purse was dwindling and not
increasing.
Deerehurst had been correct in his deductions.She played for the play's sake.

The losing game, the hazardous game, was
the one which appealed to and absorbed
her; the savor of risk stimulated her; the
faint sense of danger lifted her to an enchantedrealm. And on this night she made
an unconsciously picturesque figure as she
stood fascinated by the chances of the
play.her face flushed, her eyes intensely
bright, her fingers restlessly eager to make
their stakes Round about her was gathereda little group of interested and admiringmen.Deerehurst, Kuard, Serracauld
and a couple of young Americans who had
come to Venice with introductions to Lady
Frances Hope; but on none of them did she
bestow more than a preoccupied attention.
She permitted them to stand beside her;
sne laugned softly at their compliments
and their jests; but her eyes and her
thoughts were unmistakably for the paintedboard over which Barnard was presiding.Another half-dozen rounds of the
game were played; t+sen suddenly she turnedaiway from the table with a quick laugh."The end," she said to Serracauld, who
was standing nearest to her. and with a
quick gesture she held up the gold-netted
purse, now limp and empty.
With an eager movement he stepped forward.
"Let me be useful?" he whispered,quickly.
"Or me? I represent your husband, youknow." Barnard leaned across the roulette

table.
" Oil, come, Barny! I spoke first."
But Clodagh looked smilingly from one

to the other and shook her head.
"No.no." she said, hastily. "I.I never

borrow money."
Serracauld looked obviously disappointed."Nonsense, Mrs. Milbanke " he began.But Deerehurst intervened.
"If Mrs. Milbanke does not wish it, Valentine" he murmured, soothingly. "Mrs.

Milbanke, let me take you out of temptation."
He bowed to Clodagh and courteouslymade a passage for her through the crowdthat surrounded them. If any cynical remembranceof her first vehement repudiationof the suggestion that she should gamblerose now to confute her newer denial,no shadow of it was visible in his face.
as mey freed themselves from the groupof players they paused simultaneously andlooked for a moment around the large,cool salon, about which the elder or moreserious of the assembly were scattered for

conversation or cards. Neither spoke, butafter a moment's wait Deerehurst turnedhis pale eyes in the direction of the openwindows and by the faintest lifting of hiseyebrows conveyed a question.
Clodagh laughed, then silently bent herhead, and a moment later they moved forwardtogether across the polished floor.As they pa^ed one of the many groups of

statuary that brightened the more shadowedportion of the room. Clodagh caughta glimpse of her hostess, once again in conversationwith Sir Walter Gore, and she
was conscious in that fleeting moment ofGore's clear, reflective eves resting on
in a quick regard.
With a swift, almost defiant, movementshe lifted her head and turned ostentatiouslyto Deerehurst.
"Is It to be philosophy tonight?" she asked,in a low, soft voice.
He paused and looked at her, his cold,pale eyes slow and searching in their regard.
"Not tonight.Circe," he said, almost belowhis breath.
Clodagh colored, gave another quick, excitedlaugh, and. moving past him, steppedthrough one of the open windows.
Gaining the balcony, she did not, as usual,drop into one of the deep lounge-chairs, but,moving straight forward, stood by the iron

railing and looked down upon the quietcanal.
The night was exceptionally clear, evenfor Italy. Every star was reflected in the

smooth, dark waters; while over the om>o-
site palaces a crescent moon hung like aslender reaping hook, extended from heaven
to garner some mystic harvest.
For a moment Deerehurst hesitated to disturbher; but at last, waiving his scruples,he went softly forward and stood beside

her.
"Are you offended?" he asked. In a verylow voice.
"No."
Her answer came almost absently; her

eyes were fixed upon the moon.
"Then sad?"
"X don't know. Perhaps."
He drew a little nearer.
"And why sad?"
"She gave a quick s'.gh and turned from

the glories of the night.
*«T ~ . J--. *. ",T" 1
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Isn't that reason for being sad?"
"But why leave Venice?"
"My husband Is leaving."
He smiled faintly.
"And Is he such a tyrant that you must go

where he goes?"
She laughed involuntarily.
"A tyrant!" she said. "Oh, no. I can

scarcely say he is a tyrant."
"Then why do you go with him?"
She looked round for a moment, then her

eyes returned to the pageant of the sky.
"Why does one do anything?" she said,

suddenly, in a changed vo'ce.
With a quiet movement Deerehurst leaned

forward over the railing and looked Into
her face.
"t'sually we do things because we must.'*

he said, softly. "But compulsion Is not alwaysdisagreeable. Sometimes we are compelledto action by our own desires "

Clodagh, conscious of his close regard, felt
her breath come a little quicker. But she
did not change her position; she did not
cease to study the sky. She knew that his
arm was all but touching hers; she was sensitiveto the faint and costly perfume that
emanated from his clothes. But she felt
these things vaguely. Impersonally, as items
in a drama unconnected with herself. When
his next words came it was curiosity rather
than dread that stirred in her mind.
"It is my desires that are forcing me to

speak now. The desire to see you again
arter you leave Venice.me desire to see
more of you than a mere acquaintance
sees.to be something more than a mere
friend "

Clodagh still looked Intently at the stars,
but unconsciously her lips parted.
"Why?" she asked, below her breath.

And It seemed to her that the word was
not spoken by her, but by some one else.
With an eager gesture Deerehurst extendedhis hand, and his long, pale fingers

closed over her own.
Then out across me aancness ana tne silenceof the balcony floated the strong:, decisivevoice of Lady Frances Hope.
"Lord Deerehurst!" it called. "Lord

Deerehurst! So sorry, but Rose wants you
to give an expert opinion upon one point in
a game of bridge. It won't take two minutes."
The voice faded away again as its owner

moved back Into the room.
At the sound of his name Deerehurst had

drawn himself erect. Now, bending forwardsilently and swiftly, he lifted the hand
he was still holding and kissed it vehemently.The next moment he had crossed
the balcony and entered th$ salon.
Left alone. Clodagh fftood motionless.

With a vivid physical consciousness she
couiu suit ieei um pressure ui nis coia lips
upon her hand; but her mental sensations
were benumbed. That something had occurred,she dimly realized; that some pointsomeclimax.had been reached, she was
vaguely aware. But what Its personal bearingupon her own life might be she made no
attempt to guess. With a dazed mind she
gazed out across the quiet canal, striving
to marshal her Ideas.
For several seconds she stood in this state

of mental confusion; then, with disconcertingsuddenness, a new Incident obtruded
itself upon her mind. With a violent start
she became conscious that some one had
passed through the open window and was
coming toward her, across the balcony.
She turned sharply. But as she did so

her Angers slipped from the Iron railing,
and all thought of Deerehurafs kiss «u
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Masquerader," Etc.
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banished from her mind. With a sense of
acute surprise she recognized the figure of
Sir Walter Gore.
Taking no notice of her dismayed silence,

he came quietly forward.
"Good evening, Mrs. Milbanke," he said.

"Have you been enjoying yourself?"
With a certain vague confusion she met

his gaze.
"Yes," she answered. "I.I suppose so."
There -was a short silence; and Gore,

moving to the balcony railing, rested his
arm upon It.

"It Is getting late," he said. "Time for
us all to be thinking of our hotels."
Again Clodagh looked at him in faint bewilderment.
"Yes. I.I suppose so," she said once

more.
Another pause succeeded hfr halting

words; then, with a gesture of decision.
Gore stood upright, bringing his glance
back to her face.
"Mrs. Milbanke." he said, suddenly, "let

me take you home! I have a gondola waitingat the steps."
The words were so totally unexpected

that Clodagh remained mute, and, leaning
forward, looked down into the heavy
shadows cast by the ancient palace. There
was a strange sensation of triumph in this
unlooked-for moment, in this sudden capitulatinnr\f a man trhn haH nrairl/\nclir I cm«ra/1lUrllVX Vi W. ItiUil »I"V '" t-»v» J/ltUUUOIJ l^IIUICU
her: a sensation before which all lesser
things.Deerehurst's passion, Serracauid's
ardor, Barnard's friendship.became meaninglessand vague.
But Gore, guessing nothing from her

bent head, glanced behind him toward the
salon.
"Well?" he said. "May I be your escort?"
Under cover of the dusk Clodagh smiled.
"Mr. Barnard generally takes me

home "

Involuntarily Gore's figure stiffened.
".But," she added, in a low, quick

whisper, "I.I would very much rather go
bSick with you."
Under many conditions the words would

ha vo coAmA'l Knf Jho»»%WI4 IV OVVIIiVU , uui H1C lltailllCl lift

which she uttered them disarmed criticism.Gore's face relaxed.
"Then let us make our escape," he said.

"Lady Frances is settling a bridge dispute,and quite a dozen people have slipped
away in the last ten minutes. No one will
question which of tliem has taken you
home."
And Clodagh gave a short, light laugh of

sudden pleasure. The small conspiracy
made Gore so much more human.drew
them so much closer together than they
had been before.
"Yes.yes," she said, eagerly. "And I am

lunching with Lady Frances tomorrow. I
can explain then."
"Yes. Quite so. Now, if you are ready!"
He moved to the window.
Very quietly they re-entered the salon,

and a flush crossed Clodagh's face as she
saw Deerehust bending over a card table
with the nearest approach to boredom and
impatience sne naa ever Known mm to
evince. Her heart, already beating to the
thought of lier new conquest, gave an addedleap at this silent evidence of her power.
In the corridor outside the salon Gore

took her cloak from the servant, and himselfwrapped it about her as they descendedthe stairs; then, passing to the
flight of worn steps that led to the water,
he signaled to a waiting gondolier.
"Mrs. Milbanke," he said, as he offered

lier his hand, "I am going to make a
strange request. I want to talk to you for
half an hour before taking you home. Will
you give me leave to make a tour of the
canals?" He spoke very quietly and in a

j tone difficult to construe.
At his curious appeal her heart gave an!other quick, excited throb, though instinct1

ively she realized that neither Deerehurst,! Serracauld nor Barnard would have proIposed a midnieht excursion in ouite his
voice or manner. But the very mode of the
request enhanced its charm. She looked up
into his face as she laid her hand in his.
"I give you leave," she said, gently.
He met her glance, but almost immediatelyaverted his eyes. And as he handed

her to the seat he turned swiftly to the
gondolier, addressing him in Italian.
The colloquy lasted but a few seconds,

'and at its conclusion the boat shot silently
out into the canal.
"This man does not understand a word of

English," he said, as he dropped into his
j place by Clodagh's side.
| Again his words were peculiarly sugIgestive, and again his tone was curiouslyj frank. Whv Rhmilrl hp siisrcaat fVtai tr*

conversation was unintelligible?.and suggestit in so impersonal a tone? She leaned
back in her cushioned seat and let her eyelidsdroop. Her mind was full of puzzling
and delightful thoughts. Never had she
tasted the mystery of Venice as she tasted
It tonight. Every passing breath of wind,
every scent blown from the dark and silent
gardens, every distant laugh or broken
word was alive with unguessed meanings.
The feverish excitement of the past week
seemed to fall away. This was romance'..
this drifting with an inscrutable companion
through an unfathomable night!
Her eyes closed; she lay almost motionless,tilled with an aimless, vague delight.

Ail v-iraiiwii wuii an virauuu S li:illllC?5S

possibilities.lay in the warm darkness that
enveloped her. Then, with the instinct of
senses newly and sharply astir, she became
conscious that Gore was watching her.
With a thrill of expectancy and anticipation
she opened her eyes.
There is something very curious.somethingsubtle and almost intimate.in the

opening of one's eyes upon the steadyscrutinyof another. As Clodagh raised
her lids her glance encountered Gore's; but
on the Instant ttiat their eyes met her joy
in the moment.her exultant triumph.was
suddenly killed. For the look that she sur!prised was not the look she had anticlIpated. It was interested.it was attentive;
ii was (jrave; dui it neiu no subjugation
nor passion. As her brain woke to this
realization she involuntarily raised herself
in the luxurious, cushioned seat.
At the same moment her companion

leaned slightly forward.
"Mrs. Milbanke," he said, quickly, "I

have been watching you and thinking about
you ever since I came to Venice, and at
last I have decided that I must tell you
what my thoughts have been.
"I am not very old.perhaps I have no

right to speak. But a man sees a good deal
of life, even if he wants to keep his eyes
shut; and I have seen a great many people
throw away their chances.take the false
and refuse the true. I have seen some men
do it, and have seen many women.many,
many women." He paused, but did not
.look at her. "It Is a common, every-day
occurrence; so common that one generally

I looks on at It with Indifference. But sometimes.Justsometimes.one stops to think.
One feels the great, great pity of It."
He paused again, looking fixedly down at

the strip of carpet beneath their feet.
Clodagh glanced at him.a swift, searching,almost surreptitious look.
"Mrs. Milbanke, there are times when

one stops to think." He raised his head
and looked at Ciodagh, sitting erect and
pale, her large, eyes wide open, her hands
clasped In her lap. "There are times when
It seems cruel.when It seems a sacrilege to
see a girl going down the easy road of lost
Illusions and callous sentiments. I know
this sounds Incomprehensible.sounds impertinent.But I cannot help myself. I
>v> imf + al 1 WAI1 TirViat n A a1«a nrtll
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you. I must put out my hand."
He paused, but Clodagh did not speak.
"You are very young. You are very

high-spirited. You.you are very attractive.
And the world Is full of people ready.waiting.totake advantage of your youth, your
high spirits, your attractiveness. You are
not fit for this society.for this set that
you have drifted into "

"This set? Isn't it your own set?" At
last Clodagh's lips parted.
He made an impatient gesture.
"A man has many sets."
Her pale face flushed suddenly.
"I don't think I understand," she said.
"No. But I am trying to make you understand.I am not disparaging Lady

Frances Hope.or her social standing. She
Is a charming woman, a clever woman, but
she Is a woman of today. Her pleasures,
her ambitions, her friends "

Clodagh lifted her head.
"Her friends?" she said, faintly.
"Are not tne irienas ror you.tor any Inexperiencedgirl. Take them one by one.

There Is Serracauld.Indolent, worthless,
vicious; Barnard.decent enough as a man's
friend, and as honest as his clients permit
him to be. but no proper guide for a girl
like you; Deereh.urst "

But Clodagh checked him.
"Lord D«er*hurst? What about Lord
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Deerehurst?" Her voice was high and
strained.
Gore made a gesture of contempt.
"Deerehurst " he began, hotly; then

suddenly his tone changed.
"Mrs. Milbanke," he said, earnestly,

"whatever you may say, whatever you may
do, I cannot Deneve tnai in your neari you
are In sympathy with these people, whose
one object In life Is to gamble.to gamble
with honor, money, emotion.anything,
everything with the savor of risk and the
possibility of gain.
"You have no Justification for belonging

to these people. You have the good things
of life, the thing many women are forced
to steal.position, a home, a good husband"

At the last word Clodagh started violently.And with a quick, impulsive movement
Gore turned to her afresh.
"You are Intoxicated with life.or what

seems to you to be life. You are forgetting
- * *" * 1- 1 ,1 TT.

realities. 1 nave seen your uusuaiiu. nc

is an honest, simple, trustworthy man.

who loves you."
The tone of his voice came to Clodagh

with great distinctness. It seemed the only
living thing in a world that had suddenly
become dead. While she had been sitting
rigid and erect In the stern of the gondola
everything had altered to her mental vision
.everything had undergone a fundamental
change. The purple twilight; the mysteriousnight scents; the breezes blown in
from the lagoon had become Intangible,
meaningless things. She was conscious of
tiAthinv lint Rnrp'fi clear words, of her own

soul stripped of Its self-deception. At last,
with a faint movement, she turned toward
him.
"Take me home," she said. In a numbed

voice. "I wish to go home."
At the words he wheeled round in sudden

protest. But as his eyes rested on her cold
face a tinge of self-consciousness chilled his
zeal.self-consciousness and the suddenly
remembered fact that his action was, after
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stiffened.
"As you wish, of course," he said, quietly.

"I suppose my conduct seems quite unpardonable."
For one fleeting second an impulse.a desire.crossedClodagh's face; but as it trembledon the brink of utterance Gore leaned

forward in his seat and gave a quick, imperativeorder to the gondolier. A moment
later they had glided up a narrow waterwayand emerged again upon the Grand
canal.
From the door and windows ot Clodagh's

hotel a stream of light was still pouring
out upon the water. As they drew level
mini tprmpp she turned her face awav I
from this searching radiance and rose

quickly to her feet.
"Good-night," she said, in an almost inarticulatevoice. "Good-night. Don't stir.

Don't help me."
But Gore had risen also, and in a sudden

return of his earlier, more impulsive mannerhe forgot the self-consciousness that
had chilled him.
"Mrs. MUbanke," he said quickly.
But Clodagh evaded his eyes and with a

sharp, nervous movement shook her head.
"No," she said. "No. Don't help me. I

don't want help."
Stepping past him with an agile movementshe ran up the steps and across the

terrace to the door of the. hotel.
Obeying a dominant Impulse, Gore turned

to follow her, but as his foot touched the
aide of the "boat he paused, drew slowly
back and dropped Into his former seat.
With almost breathless haste Clodagh

ran up the silent staircase of the hotel,
and, entering her own room, turned on the
light; then, walking straight to the dressingtable, she paused and stared into the
mirror at her own reflection.
The sight of that reflection was not re-

assuring. ±ier race looicea colorless, as
only ollve-tlnted skin can look; her wide
eyes, with their narrowed pupils, seemed
almost yellow In their Intense clearness,
while her whole air, her whole appearance,
was frightened, tired, pained. Aa she
looked a nervous panic seized her and she
turned her gaze away.
With freedom to look elsewhere, her eyes

roved over the dressing table and suddenly
fixed themselves upon a large, square envelopebearing her name, which stood
propped against a scent bottle.
In nervous haste she picked It up and

looked at it uncomprehendlngly. It was
unusually large and thick Mid addressed
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in an unfamiliar hand. With the same unstrunghaste she turned It about between
her fingers, halting with new apprehension
as she saw that its- flap bore an elaborate
black coronet and monogram.
At last, with a strange sense of apprehension,she tore the envelope open.
"Circe," the letter began, "I will not reproachyou for deserting me. Life Is too

brief for reproaches.when one longs to All
it with pleasanter things. But be kind to
me. Give me the opportunity of finishing
uiai uroKen sentence. 1 snail Kinuite a

cigar on the terrace at 11 tonight. If you
are generous, wrap yourself up and keep
me company for ten minutes. I shall wait
and hope. DEEREHI'RST."
She read to the end and stood for a space

staring at the large, straggling writing; at
last, as if suddenly imbued with the power
of action, she tore the letter across, tearing
and retearing it into little strips. Then,
throwing the fragments on the ground,
she turned and fled out of the room.
Mllbanke's bed room was on the same

floor as her own, though separated from it
by half the length of the corridor. Leaving
her own apartment, she hurried toward It
and, pausing outside the door, knocked
softly and insistently. A delay followed
her imperative summons; then Milbanke's
voice came faint and nervous, demanding
the intruder's name.
She answered, and a moment later the

door was opened with a confused sound
of shooting bolts.
Milbanke's appearance was slightly grotesqueas the opened door disclosed him.

silhouetted against the lighted room. He
was garbed in a loose dressing gown, his
scanty hair was disarranged and there
was an expression of alarm on his puckeredface. But for once Clodagh was blind
to these things. With a swift movement
she entered the room, and, closing the
door, stood leaning against it.

james, sne saia oreainiessiy, you nnishedyour business with Mr. Barnard today,didn't you?"
Milbanke, suddenly conscious of her

white face, began to stammer.
"Clodagh! My dear.my dear."
3ut Clodagh waved his anxiety aside.
"Tell me," she said. "It's finished, Isn't

it?"
"Yes.yes. But, my dear "

She threw out her hands in a sudden,
vehement gesture.
"Then take me away!" she cried. "Take

me away! Let us go in the morning by the
very nrst train.oeiore any one is up.
Milbanke paled.
"But, my dear," he said helplessly, "I

thought.I believed "

Clodagh turned to him again.
"So did I!" she cried. "So did I! I

thought I loved it. I thought X loved it all
.the music and the gayety and.and the
people. But I don't. I hate it! I hate it!
I hate it!" /
In a strangled sob her voice gave way

and with it her strength and her self-control.She took a few steps forward, then,
like a mechanical figure in which rhe
mechanism has suddenly been suspended,
she stopped, swayed a little and, dropping
into the nearest chair, broke into a flood
of tears.such tears as had shaken her five
years ago when she drove out of Carrigmoreon the day of her wedding.

(To be continued tomorrow.) \

W. C. T. U. MEETING.

Executive Committee Receives Reportsand Announces Public Meeting.
A meeting of the executive committee of

thA Woman's Christian Temoerance Union
was held yesterday. Mrs. Clinton Smith,
the president, opened the meeting and later
called upon Mrs. M. E. Cohen, the vice
president, to preside.
Reports were given by Mrs. Emma SanfordShelton and Mrs. Grandfleld, and arrangementsweitt made for a meeting in

tne Firsi <jongreguuonai tnurcn i>u»cmber26 at 8 p.m.. At that meeting: Mrs.
Augusta C. Balrvbrfdge will speak of her
work among the refugees In Golden Gate
Park, Ban Francisco, during the days followingthe earthquake last spring.
The meeting will be public. A short

musical program under the direction of
Mrs. Mitchell will be given.
Confidence la tb* stability of the WMb
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Ington Loan and Trust Company was mailt
feated by a unanimous vote of the executivecommittee that the treasurer oontinu*
to deposit the funds of the society in that
institution.
Miss Cornelia L. Lloyd, In the name of

East Capitol Union, presented the sum of
$17 for the carpet fimd, the proceeds of
an entertainment given by the union for
that purpose.
The executive committee placed itself

upon record as objecting to the sale of th*
so-called "bcoze drops," which, as proved
by the analysis, contain alcohol. A letter
to the District offlci.ils was authorised
protesting against their further sale to
scnooi cnnaren

It was announced that the District of
Columbia department of soldiers and sailors"work, Mrs. Randolph, superintendent,
has for the third year taken the prise
banner awarded by the national department
to the state showing the greatest amount
of work accomplished In the year.
Mrs. Teresa Williams, Mrs. De Rinner

and Mrs. A. C. Giles were elected a committeeto revise the year book.
A vote of thanks was given Mrs. John U.

Henderson for the reception tendered th«
foreign delegates to the world's convention
and the District officers.

INCREASE $15,000,000.
Great Advance in Earnings of HarrimanLines.
SAN FRANCISCO. November 22.-For

three months of the present fiscal year, consistingof the months of July, August and
September, the gross earnings of the SouthernPacific amount to $28,671,714, against
$25,002,778 for the same three months last
year. This makes an Increase of $3,008,985
for the present year, or a little more than
$1,000,000 a month. If this rate Is nuUuItainpfi pnrninps of tliA Rnnthorn

will easily reach $120,000 at the emf of the
flscal year.
For three months in the present flscal

year the earnings of the Union Pacific are

$1,480,9*3 greater than for the same threa
months of last year. If this rale of increase
keeps up the earnings of the two Harriman
roads will have an increase of $13,000,000
over last year.

THE WHOLE THINQ
THAT'S THE WAY A TENNESSEE MAN LOOKEDAT COFFEE.

The following letter is so Interesting and containsso much good hard sense about the coff««
question,- we publish It for our readers:
"I laughed at the Idea that coffee injured me,

notwithstanding the trembling hands, sallow,
muddy complexion, the tired, listless feeling and
aversion to mental or physical effort. Alao the
lernuie moments m me uignt wnen my nearc
would palpitate so violently that It seemed each
moment it would wear Itself out and become foreverstill.
"When I married, my coffee days came to an

end.my good wife qpfused to serve it to me,
placing Pustum on the table Instead.
4This was done over my protest. I had had experiencewith 1'ostum.a straw colored liquid wttft

an insipid taste. But the cup she set before me

wns not so bad. and in a way I even enjoyed It.
But we had not then fully learned how to make
Fostum properly.by long boiling.
"Then the results came. The old bee vines*

after meals no longer troubled me, the heart palpitatioostopped. I found more enjoyment In outof-doorsexercise, aud, best of all. I found myself
t Ibe office getting ttirougn in; work with an

ease 1 bad nerer known before.
"Man; persons bare apokeo tc me aboot Poatom

In aocb a war a* to leare no donbt tbejr do not
know bow to make It. You might aa well set
meat or vegetablea on the back of the stove and
let them steep, aa to prepare Poatom that waj.
"I say to sacb. 'boll It'.boll It tin It baa

dark, rich color and then 70a will bare a beverage
that will win and bold 70B." Name given by
PostiKn Co.. Battle Creek, Mich. Bead the famoualittle book, "The Boad to Wdlvlll*," la
pkgs. ,

'There's a reasom."


